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Daily Luncii 


Small Plates, Big Plates, Phat Chef 


LUNCH Noon na 3 pm 

DIM SUM, WINES and COCKTA1LS Noonuu Midnicht 

D1NNER 6pm tiil Midnight 


Jalan Laksmana 72 Semînyak, 13ali 80361 Indoncsia 


www.chandibitJi.com | +62(0)361.731.060 













































































Cocktails, Winf. List, and Gusto’s Ice Creams mi. Midnight 

CHANDl is ak Organic GastronomicTwist on South EastAsian Classics 
PRE5INTEI) UV CHEF AGUNC NUGROHO WHQ BRJNGS wrnî MIM OVER a DRCAJît 

OP EXPER1ENCE IN SOME OF NpW YORK ClTY's M.OST INGREDIENT ŞeNSITIVE KiTCHENS; 

Nouţi, Spice Makket, Buiidakan, Buevbn Madison Pari;. 


JalanLaksfniuia 72Scmînyak, Băii &0361 ladoncsia I www.chandibali.com | +62(0)561.751,060 
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restaurant/cafe 
cocktail bar^ 
coffee den 
gelato bar 

seacircus-bali .eoni 
+62 361 738 667 
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SHIVALOKA 

SOUL JEWELRY 


< 


Magnetic Rodîance.,, every natura! abject Kas îts 
own energy si gn a ture, an intrinsic power that (ies 
dormant within it and must be activated to be fully 
experienced. 

Great spiritual masters of India realîzed this and 
discovered the formuias for activating their power. 41 
We have directly received this sacred knowledge 
to awaken the spiritual power in all our Soul 
Jewelry. This is the difference between our 4 
authentic sacred jewelry and all others. ™ 

The core element of our collections is the 
Rudraksha, India's holy power bead. Once 
octivated, Ihese natural power objects încrease 
peace and wîsdom, overcome obstacles, and 
protect you from negative influences. They open 
a direct connection with the Divine 
Shakti, your own spiritual power. 

Authentic Power. It makes all the difference. 


and inc re ase 


shop dt Wholesale prices 
— only at our ubud store — 
store: 49-1 jalon hanoman, ubud | balî 
www.omshivaloka.com 
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DINNER ONLY 



RESERVATIONS ESSENTIAL 

JI.Sahadewa 
Br. Anyar, Canggu 


+62 361 800 888 7 
www.oaziaspavodka.com 
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BY LAURENT L E G E R 



JL. RAYA SEMINYAK No, 18, SEM1NYAK - BAU | WWW.NEXTFASHIONJEWELLERY.COM 



SKULLCANDY MODEL 

KATE UPTON 

WEARiNG HESH 

WWW.SKULLCANDY.COM 


Ci/SKULLCANDYINDONESIA 




SYLE FEATURES REVIEW 



00 WHATÎS NEW PUSSYCAT 

LIFE AS A CAT 



-RECOMMENDS 



NICOLE LOWE 

LONDON BASEDTATTO ARTIST 


24 NEWS 


qz: BAU HIGH PRIESTESS 
00 PARTTWO 

THISIS THE SECOND ARTICLE IN A 
SERIES DETAILING CONVERSATIONS 
WITH BALIIS YOUNGESTAND 
ONLY FEMALE HIGH PRIESTESS OF 
HINDU DHARMA, IDA RESI AUT. 


30 PRODUCTS 

44 kudeta 

2012 BIKINI AND WHITE PARTIES 



COVER: 

Robi Navicula, from cult 
rock bând Navicula uses 
lyrics, music and events, to 
raise up ideas and create 
places to discuss the killings 
of orangutans in Indonesian 
forests. 

Photo: Robert Rosen 


38 DRIFTER SURF EVENT 

SINGLE FINS, SURF, FUN, PARTY 


40 TRAVIS POTTER 

GYPSY SURF JUNKY IN SEARCH OF 
THE PERFECT WAVE 


46 CLOSERTHANHEAVEN 

SAVING URANGHUTANS BRINGS 
INDONESIAN ROCK STAR AND TOP 
MODEL TOGETHER 


/n SYRIA: THE PEOPLEiS WAR 

O L A PHOTO ESSAY 
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PUBLISHERî S NOTE 



Animal Magnetism was originally a theory developed by Anton Mesmer in 
the 18th century, proposing that each human has inside them a magnetism life force 
“magnetisme animal” that could be used to heal others. Each living entity has some 
sort of energy that can be passed through a gaze or touch of the hand, or even felt 
though thoughts, good intentions or willpower. His theory also extended to the 
relationship between man and the universe, explaining humans are entangled and 
interconnected with everything else in the universe through a “universal fluid.” It’s 
not scientific, and the wording and concepts are quite Victorian, but many of us 
believe a variation of this today. His theory had a strong cultural impact, and Cari 
Jung was one of the successors- “my soul cannot be the object of my knowledge and 
judgment- rather, my knowledge and judgment are the objects of my soul.” 

Today Animal Magnetism refers to raw human charisma, usually sexual. It 
may be an energy, or it may be a form of manipulation we hook into subconsciously 
in another person, rehearsed since early childhood and honed to perfection in 
puberty. Some people are especially adept at it, as compelling as the earth is to the 
moon. But are we always attracted to what is best for us, or do we Iove a dark 

escape? 

Some people might believe in Animal Magnetism as a sort of kinship with 
other beings inhabiting this earth with us. They might have found there is not so 
much different between their favorite pet and other animals. Like our cover rock 
star and activist Robi of Navicula or Charlotte and Del Monserrat of B.O.L.D. jewelry, 
they might have felt the soft animal of their body Iove what it loves, and take 
measures to protect animals from the most destructive animal of all- humans. 

We are essentially animals and we almost always forget that, except perhaps 
when we are trying to make excuses for self-destructive behavior or violent 
wildness. We’re like fish who not only cannot see the water in which we swim, but 
are in a constant state of rebellion against it. We forget that as humans, we are 
animals. Maybe our life force is magnetic or maybe we’re just blood and electricity, 
because God knows that’s what too many of us feel like too often at any one time. 

Man is the only animal that spends his life finding and creating a reason for his 
existence. Or maybe we could take a note from feral wanderer Travis Potter, when 
he said in an email recently, “You can’t cage an ant. He will get out and about 
somehow.” Maybe your escape be into wildness and some sort of freedom, not that 
of a fast car or a Chemical, but something more deep and abiding. 
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INSIDER VIEW 


We cannot WAIT for the Kid Cudi strictly costume party, what are you going as? // There have been some mas- 
sive swells, did you make it to Deserts or did you rock the bukit? // It’s getting chilly at night, hump season may 
be upon us // Best carrot cake on the island? Bali Buddha // The Drifter Good Vibes post-party at Mantra was 
sick, for more photos check out www.lifewithoutandy.com under the “Times are Good” section // Shakuhachi 
now has sunglasses, grab some before any of the other girls on the island get ‘em // We hope you had a Happy 
Galungan-Kuningan, got out and participated in a Balinese ceremony, perhaps with a friend! // Currently reading 
“The Magus” by John Fowles- got it at Drifter, you guys are the best // Enfants Paradis has the most amazing 
skincare line, the shop is on Jl. Seminyak // Oh and if you’re in Canggu try warung Bu Mi’s near the turn-off to 
Echo beach, best tasty non-MSG naşi campur // And for the chicest clothes? Oazia has their own Atelier now, 
au re voiri 
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PALMA 5HOPS : 

JL Kayu Aya (Oberoi) No, 1 50A, Seminyak 

Jl. fteya Seminyak No. 2/73 (Opposite Made's Warung Semlnyak) 

www. patma-australîa .corn 
















I iCOMEINTO ANIMAL PRESENCE. 

NO MAN IS SO GUILELESS AS 
THE SERPENT. THE LONELY WHITE 
RABBIT ON THE ROOFIS A STAR 
TWITCHINGITS EARS ATTHE RAIN.î 


-DENISE LEVERTOV 




AMOSPATURNED VINTAGE 
SHOP 

Amo is the super stylish new spa located on Jalan 
Petitenget across from the W Hotel. Owned and lov- 
ingly operated by double barrel beauty Navia Nguyen 
of New York, not only is it perfect for spa essentials like 
eyelash extensions (the technician didn’t even make 
my eyes water) and mani-pedi (I got three rounds of 
the ginger tea- purrrfect for a hangover) but now it of- 
fers something completely new. Amo now has a Vin- 
tage Shop attached with the likes of 80’s Dior and floral 
50s, 60s and 70s frocks. So whether you want to rock 
a cute and quirky sweater top like Azaelia Banks or 
vamp out a la Marilyn, they have you covered. Thank 
God, now you can go to KuDeTa events without seeing 
some other ho wearing the same dress. And now you 
won’t even care, because you’re in vintage Chanel. 


mvw. amospa. com 
Jalan Petitenget 
(0361) 12753337 



- RECOMMENDS - 


LACALACA MARGARITAS 


Finding a decent drink in Băii made from something 
other than fermented rice is about as hard as your 
boyfriend after a month in the Menatwais. And even 
then you’re paying high class hooker prices for a fa¬ 
miliar favorite. Well now you can have a classic- the 
Mărgărită, at a reasonable price- sub 10Ok RP, and it’s 
not only real booze, it’s 100% Agave Tequila. That’s 
right ladies and gentlement, it’s even better in real life 
than it is in your dreams. Lacalaca Mexican joint on 
the corner of Jalan Oberoi and Jalan Drupadi II has the 
best selection of ‘ritas on the Island. Is it La Calaca? Or 
Lacalaca? Or Lacal Aca? Doesn’t matter. With flavors 
like Classica, Lacalaca, with an infusion of jalepenos; 
Naranja with cinnamon sticks and orange; Manzana, 
with fresh green apples and the unexpected and de- 
lightful Rhubarb. It’s like dating a supermodel chick 
does the dishes and gives you a massage when you’re 
hungover without expecting anything in return. Except 
110,000RP. Which is a small price to pay, really. 

www. facebook. com/lacalaca. Bali 
Jalan Drupadi 
(0361) 736733 



KID CUDI AT POTATO HEAD 
BEACH CLUB 

KiD CuDi would have first caught your attention with 
the single “Day and Night” released in 2009, and held 
your attention by becoming one of the most innova- 
tive MCs on the planet. On September 8th he is play- 
ing at Potato Head Beach Club at a strictly costume 
party. Last year’s costume party with Empire of the Sun 
was the best party of the year, and this looks to be 
no different as people are already talking about it and 
what they’re going to wear. According to Potato Head 
“the theme is no theme- let your imagination run wild 
to outer space.” Post-apocalyptic mutant scavenger? 
Whatever your costume, its going to be THE can’t- 
miss party in September. 


Jalan Petitenget 
(0361) 737979 
mvw. ptthead. com 






- RECOMMENDS 


AWAY SPA AT THE W 

The W’s spa, named AWAY, was just named one of 
the top 5 Spas in Asian by Conde Nast Traveller, and 
we concur. The W, better known recently for their killer 
silent disco parties- the sleeper hit of the season, is 
a great place to tox and detox. Their Spa is open 24 
hours a day, so you could even go straight from the 
dance floor to the AWAY Morning After Massage. The 
venue is classic W, sophisticated and fun, with a vari- 
ety of treatment rooms aii colorful and chic. They have 
three menus: Serene & Soulful, Glamour & Glitz and Fit 
& Fabulous. We had an Over The Top Body treatment, 
with sumptuous Băii herbs and spice done W style. It 
doesn’t get much better than this. 

www. facebook. com/wretreatbali 
Jalan Petitenget 
(0361)4738106 



ELECTRIC MAGS 

Electric’s new sunnies called MAG are designed by 
none other than Trouble Andrew. Made in l-T-A-L-Y 
they are reminiscent of 90s couture and snowboard- 
ing and massive music, aii of which Trouble Andrew 
is known for. The sunnies are uni-sex and sexy as, 
and will make you look like you don’t have to chase 
money... that it comes to you free of charge. We tried 
them on, put them on our friends, and everyone looked 
good. Weird. Also with 100% UV protection- so stop 
wearing those shitty sunnies you got in Kuta because 
they’II burn your eyes out. No seriously, they open up 
your pupils then provde no sun protection whatsoever. 
If you want to burn out (your Vision) and die by the 
magic age of 28, then we can’t help you. For everyone 
else we’d recommend the Trouble Andrews. 


www. electricvisual. com 

Jl. Camplung Tanduk, Ruko No. 8 

+62 361 738 208 



REVOLVER CAFE 

Revolver Cafe is like a drink of water after trekking 
through the desert for two weeks with only three or- 
anges. Revolver Cafe is like Selsen Blue when your 
scalp has been extremely itchy for like, a month, and 
you always forget to buy dandruff shampoo and then 
get home from the grocery store and you’re like... shii- 
iit. Revolver Cafe is like driving in gridlocked Bali traffic 
and suddenly passing a very minor motorbike accident 
with lots of people and drama and then gunning it past 
to the open road. Revolver Cafe is like getting laid with 
someone really hot after an 8 month dry speli. If you’ve 
been thirsty, itchy, frustrated or not getting what you 
feel you deserve, then Revolver Cafe has the antidote. 

www. facebook. com/RevolverEspressoBali 
Jalan Kayu Aya (Jalan Oberoi) 











Wholesale / Retail 
Jl Laksmana No.13, Oberoi 
Jl Raya Seminyak No.24, Seminyak 
Jl Arjuna No.55, Jl 66, Legian 

Ph (0361)730070 
bettybucollection@hotmail.com 














MAC BETE X SWITCHFOGT STUDIO FROJECT AVAILABLE NOW, 
HEAD TO MACBETH.COM FOR MORE INFO. 



BOOTWEAR 


MACBETH.COM 
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- NEWS - 


SPAVODKA/OAZIA 

On Augst 8th, SPAVODKA/Oazia hosted a stunning photography 
opening, “New York, New York,” featuring the work of Stephane 
Sensey. The invite-only event was fabulous with music matching the 
theme. The black and white photos of his last trip to the metropolis 
looked fantastic, as did everyone there. 


WWW.BALITHISWEEK.COM 


We’ve needed one of these! The new website, balithisweek.com, rep- 
resent many aspects of Bali life style such as restaurants, bar-clubs, 
shops, health and beauty spas, showing their ambiance, setting and 
style. Balithisweek.com also has a calendar section main events and 
news of what is happening in Bali including parties, concerts, festi- 
vals, and much more. Looking for a party? A restaurant? As it says 
on their website: Just Click, Check and Go! Their email is contact@ 
balithisweek.com if you have something going on 



SHIVALOKA 


World Cha,pion boxer, Shane Mosley, wearing Shivaloka “Bhakti” 
mala for Iove and devotion. Proving even tough guys need Iove... 
Shivaloka is a Bali-based jewelry company leading the emerging 
trend in fashion of spiritually empowering jewelry. The core element 
of Shivaloka’s spiritually-charged jewelry is India’s holy power base 
- the Rudraksha. Their designs are handcrafted incorporating the fin- 
est precious and semi-precious healing gems, Sterling silver and 22 
karat gold. 




W HOTEL NEW CHEF 

Kevin Chung comes to W Retreat & Spa Bali - Seminyak from Australia where he has nearly 13 
years of experience in a 5-star setting. During his career, he has worked at the award winning 
Rockpool with Neil Perry and Longrain under Martin Boertz. The training received, coupled with 
his Creole background is expected to catapult the innovative and exotic taste sensations of the 
young craftsman. 

W SILENT PARTY 

Everyone has been loving W’s silent discos- that is an event where everyone is given ‘h-phones’ 
and can choose form three different DJs on that night. They hosted their first silent disco on July 
28, featuring Jonny Cota of LA doing Nurave/Electro Pop, DJ Crip of Jakarta with Hip Hop RnB 
and DJ Zig Zach of Singapore providing Nudisco/Tech House. They did again on the 24th of 
August with Silent Disco 2.0 featuring Kevin K and Arshad of Amsterdam on the House, DJ Crip 
from Jakarta doing Hip Hop and Mr. Sukamu of USA doing Nu Disco. It was the sleeper hit of the 
high season. 

PALMA SHOP OPENS 

On August 11 Palma opened up their new store at 2/73 Jl Seminyak, (next to Queens Tandoor). 
We enjoyed the canapes, free drinks and astonishing good looking people. Natalie Alexander 
founded Palma after being inspired by the handicrafts and culture of Bali. After 9 years the labei 
is a growing success and is sold Aus-wide in over 200 shops and boutiques. We like the versatile 
style, stellar quality and strictly feminine attitude- that’s hard to come by. 









OSCAR THE THIRD 

www.oscarfhefhird.nef 


TRANSOM LIGHT 

SUMMER 


c 

CARPUSEL BDNDI 

4/95 gould Street bondi beoch syndey 
+61 424 325 432 



jalon kunft arcade boli semlnyak 
0361 8054005 















NEWS 



SHOP 5 LAUNCH 


On August 2nd Shop Five launched the Oscar the Third Summer col- 
lection. Catered by neighbor Word of Mouth, tasty green drinks floated 
around and Oscar the Third designer Jessian Polk was graciously host- 
ing guests inside the shop. Their new line is feminine, fresh and modern. 
The store also featured limited edition Love Butti jewels and artwork by 
Mersuka. 



BETTY BU 


BALININE EVENT 


If you’re not into the cut-out dresses and high-waisted booty shorts making the rounds in Bali, 
consider stopping by Betty Bu. Some might say the Bu appeals more to the mature woman, but 
she is still babe’n- Betty Bu is filled with long, flowing skirts and dresses, sexy demure crocheted 
tops. Good for layering and mixing and matching, you can also find those perfect sky-high yet 
comfy casual wedges and bold jewelry. Doesn’t hurt that Fa’ is at the head of their recent cam- 
paign. The original pin-up would be proud. 



Your chance to see the art coming out of Kerobokan’s infamous jail pen 
is coming up this month at Mantra in Petitenget on the 27th September. 
It’s looking like being a good event get there early to reserve a table and 
have share some food with friends. 7pm for early birds, but it will be a 
late evening! 




OMBAK BALI 


Reva’s is a local line of fantastic jewelry that is 95% silver content, and Ombak Bali Film Festival played at La Plancha on August 23, 25, and 26. Southeast Asia’s one 

every piece is unique and loving designed by founder Laurent Leger. and only surf film festival, it showcased some of the best new films this year and a massive 18 film 

Silver is a noble primordial metal, which has always been a Symbol of premiere. Hosted in part by Leo Maxam, it premiered films such as “Water from the Moon,” by 
faith and beauty- the same qualities possessed by Reva artisans who Indonesian filmmaker Arya Subyakto and “Here &Now” by Nathan Myers and Taylor Steele. Dub 

have worked the metal into essential shapes. Their shop is located on Step after party by DJ Juss B got everyone amped. 

Jalan Raya Seminyak, close to Bintang. 
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FEATURE 


L.Cats are adept, they 
visit, they stay, they leave.. 
You miss them just enough 
to want them more, but 
they know if theyid stayed 
longer there would be trou- 
bles at the door, the kind 
most want to ignoreOî 


WHATS NEW PUSSYCAT? 

EDWINA BLUSH SPEAKS OF HER LIFE AS A CAT. 
WORDS BY KATIE ROBERTS 


It’s not the drumming of her nails on the table to some secret synco- 
pation, nor the flaming gold of her hair that gives away her identity; it 
is the feline grace with which she moves, slinks, through the crowd. 
This is no girl from Ipanema sashaying but an agate eyed goddess 
from ancient times, part feline, part feminine, all woman. 

Yes, dear reader, we are in audience with the charming and talented 
Edwina Blush, a woman who knows she is a cat. 

Let’s dispense with the obvious, she sings like a dusky duchess of 
whiskey nights and seduction, she embraces songs with the power 
and prowess of liberated Iove and girlishly giggles over a cutesy 
standard she has infused with innuendo all the while sipping from a 
martini glass. Smiling back at her bând, they laugh, knowing they are 
in on the biggest joke of all, for far from being a tramp, this lady is a 
cat... 

“No childhood memories for me” she says “Six years old, that’s 
where I start, six, with some strangers for siblings and a cat com¬ 
panion who was more like me than they were. I thought I had simply 
been displaced, or placed into a world in which I did not belong.” 

Early identity, and not one of the crisis kinds allowed the young 
girl to move easily through her childhood with Footso her constant 
guide. Language was never a problem, cats talk as much with their 
bodies as their tongues, and the slithering, slanting and blinking that 
makes up a repertoire for cat chats came as easily, if not easier, than 
the language of the mutt masses that mumbled their way through 
their idyllic beachside lives wanting nothing more that hot sand, high 
waves and hard rock. 

Mopsy moved in when Footso crept back into the cradle bringing 
in a whole new wave of rebellion. She was the first of the family to 
stick up for herself in the face of the father figure. Often absent only 
returning to impose his order, the head of the household found him- 
self in battle with Mopsy who taught her young charge all there is to 
know about disempowering the opposition through stealth tactics. 
Mopsy encouraged the study of language and literature, approving 
of T.S Elliot, Owl and the Pussycat and applauding Lewis Carroll’s 
Cheshire as he grinned.. .”We’re all mad Alice, that’s why we are 
here”. 

There was not much that Mopsy did not teach, but the day came 
when like the true character of Puss in Boots, refer my dears to the 
original, not the slacker dependent slouch of Disney or Dick, but the 
original, Edwina packed herself a small case and headed to the big- 


ger city. Over the seas, and who says cats can’t travel? Every ship 
had a cat; it was bad luck not too! 

Cats are adept, they visit, they stay, they leave..You miss them just 
enough to want them more, but they know if they’d stayed longer 
there would be troubles at the door, the kind most want to ignore... 

High stepping through the dives and pubs that make up the inner 
urban scene for singers Edwina, with a flick of her tale, secured 
herself a reputation for providing the sly sort of entertainment a 
particular gentleman enjoys, and no, this not salacious. Her talents 
were appreciated in the salons of the men who prefer boys who 
prefer men. Revving up amongst an audience who loves high 
câmp Edwina’s chanson capabilities grew ever bolder, her choices 
brighter, and her outfits tighter.. 

Yet somewhere in amongst old memories an emerald land of sunny 
afternoons beckoned, a cat can get cold amongst the pigeons. So 
home she headed, tail held high, whiskers preened, to the land of 
her birth. 

Transformed by travel, emboldened by experience, Edwina set her 
paws to the pavement to re-discover the world she had left behind, 
and along with it a changed environment. An environment popu- 
lated by people who cursed cats for their predatory nature while, 
in the height of hypocrisy, were pulling apart the very fabric of their 
mother to eat at her guts, exploit her entrails and rob their own 
children of a future. 

What’s the occasional rat compared to that? She thought as she 
headed down a new avenue of protest performance. 

Soils are the answer, fungus the key, make them into protest songs 
and set the future free... 

And free she became with a whole new world of organic foods and 
musical tunes complementing her repertoire of noir. 

While cats are independent, sometimes solitary, never alone on 
their own types, enjoying companionship for no better reason than 
that, never seeking approval or slavishly following, there comes a 
day when well met is well met, and Edwina found her seif being 
charmed by the only Tom she had met who was more cat than cad. 
Like the poem a wedding followed under the light of the Bondi 
moon, they both wore tails as they exchanged their vows, and 
indulged in a banquet of sushi. Family and friends gathered around 
and welcomed this felicitous finding of two equally fine felines who 
promised to always Iove and always forgive and never restrict or 
cage. 

Eschewing stereotyping this happy couple reside beside the sea, he 
a surfer from a landlocked isle and she a cat from the beach, hap- 
piness resides in the rising of the tides, and as he departs at dawn 
with his boards she curls up with a tune in her head to encourage 
him, next time, to come back to bed... 

Sea for Cats, her latest recording, puts pleasure into the world, 
her live, seasonal, appearances in Bali occasion adoration and her 
friendship, when you earn it, is as brilliant and valuable as her smile. 
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NIKOLE LOWE 

LONDON BASED TATTOO ARTIST IN BALI 
WORDS BY M ARI AH 


Potato Head Beach Club recently hosted tattoo artist Nikole Lowe of Good Times 
Tattoo Parlor in London. Nikole rose to prominence while on the TV documentary 
London Ink, but her tattoo skills and solid personality are what gives her credibility. 
Nikole held her residency at Potato Head for three weeks, doing tattoo for the likes 
of activist/model Fa’ Empel and l-Mag July cover model Kayta. I-Mag went down 
to visit her at her blue shack poolside, and after hearing all the buzz about her 
beautiful artwork, couldn’t resist joining in the fun and getting a tattoo ourselves. 
Nikole Lowe has been in the business since 1991. She started off in New Zealand, 
stumbling into a tattoo shop trying to sell her drawings, and the receptionist had 
just left, so she was hired as admin. The owner of the tattoo shop immediately fell 
in Iove with her and let her ply her skills on skin. She says her first tattoo was the 
comedy tragedy masks- it was the nineties after all. 

She originally wanted to be a singer- tattoing was never something she considered 
a career. In fact when she was still in high school, she had low marks in art class 
and her teacher didn’t consider what she did, art. Her parents also spent a lot of 
money removing tattoos that her older sister had done previously. Nikole didn’t 
even get her first tattoo until two years into her profession. When l-Mag rocked up 
to Potato Head, she looked pretty hot with sleeves done by tattooist Filip Liu from 
Switzerland. 

After working at the tattoo shop Dermagrpahics for 5 V 2 years, she worked at vari- 
ous other places in New Zealand before moving to London and working at Angelic 
Hell in Soho (now called Frith st. tattoo). She then moved on to the prestigious 
shop Into You. In 2008 she was drafted to play herself on the TV show “London 
Ink,” part of a very popular series on the Discovery Channel. 

According to Nikole, the London Ink show was shot very rapidly, within the space 
of two months. She worked with people she had never worked with before, and 
much of the show was scripted. When asked about fame, she replied, “you can 
either let it change you, or not.” 

While in Bali on hiatus from the muggy weather in London, she has been working 
most every day, hitting up a few of the stellar restaurnts around town and doing a 
day trip up to Ubud on the scooter. 

We asked her about her experiences tattoing here in Bali, and she replied, “a lot 
of smaller stuff, because l’m not here that long.” Flowers, a giraffe for Fa and XX. 
When asked about the moral implications of tattooing, she had boundaries on 
what she will and will not do. “Yeah, some guy came in here and wanted a tattoo 
on his neck. It was his first tattoo, and I think a tattoo should just for yourself, not 
for anyone else. She I refused to do it.” 

Tattoos have long been a controversial subject. Much of our thinking about this 
body art is derived from Ancient Greece. The Greeks were familiar with tattooing, 
but associated them with the ‘barbarian invaders’ to the east. The greeks used 
them as a punitive measure, to mark criminals and and permanently etch their 
crime into their body, as well as proprietary- they used tattoos to mark people as 
slaves. “Tatau” is actually a Polynesian word, and it wasn’t until 177Os until the 
1860s that sailors found them beautiful, and started bringing them back to the 
West from foreign lands. In the 1880s, tattoos came back into style among the 
wealthy as well, as way to impress, rather the as many sailors marked themselves, 
as a way to express. 

Tattooing today has been described as “post-modern primitive,” and as noted 
intellectual XXX has said, “voluntary tattoos can be seen as a cultural appropriation 
and reinterpretation of a historically regulated technology in order for the individual 
to re-establish control over their body.” The body is undoubtedly a political site, 
and tattooing can be seen as a way of marking oneself and taking control of the 
flesh away from cultural and political stereotypes. Tattooing is seen as a deviant 
subculture instead of an accepted artform. 

Nikole Lowe described the interaction between the tattooist and the tattoo-ee 
as a very intimate one, “you’re spending a ton of time with this one person. I still 
keep in contact with a lot of people I first tattoo-ed, even from 15 years ago,” and 
also “there is a lot of communication that goes on, making sure that the person is 
happy with the tattoo. I mean, you’re creating something that is going to be with 
them forever. I have a three year waiting list, so people know what they want by 
the time they get to me.” 

Nikole was pretty adamant about wanting to stay in Bali longer, but unfortunately 
she had already rented out a castle on the south of France for her 40th birthday. 

As for her tattoo as she ages further into hotness? “Yeah, they definitely still look 
amazing as you get older.” 
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and she became Bali’s youngest and only High Priestess. 

This month l-mag traveled to Demulih, Susut, Bangli a second time 
to have an audience with the high priestess. When we sat down 
with her on the floor in front of her small personal bale, she talked 
about wanting to expand, and share her experience of oneness. 
Right now she is in the beginning stages of sending her energy out 
in the world. 

“One day I would like to travel. But right now I want to start here in 
my home. This place is all from my ancestor. I’ll start from here and 
maybe expand step by step. I cannot just keep to myself. But I need 
people to help me how to, share the story, to write, to teach. If my 
friends want to, to share about everything. I need some people who 
can help me.” 

Ida Resi Alit is preparing for the world stage. Other such figures, 
Thich Nhat Hanh, Vietnamese and of the peace movement, the 
Dalai Lama of Tibet or Eckhart Toile, have large groups around them 
who help spread their teaching and report back to the masters. Ida 
Resi Alit maintains that all knowledge is available and in every single 
one of us at any moment, if we so choose to feel it and enjoy our 
limitless power as we are connected to all. 

There is no rush, unlike what most of us feel in our daily lives. Resi 
Alit says, “I will need a long time. A long long time.” Everything takes 
place in the present moment, even learning from the past and plan- 
ning for the future. Or worry or being anxious or afraid, if that’s what 
we choose to do! It is a blessing for us to be able to witness and 
take part of the growth of a major spiritual leader. 

“I need some people who can help me. Like disciples. I will keep do- 
ing my yoga and everything. Many people teaching yoga, they have 
the basics. But it is just for excersize. I think I need to teach yoga, 
and I will teach people who will become yoga teacher, like that. I 
need people for this positions, that position and so on, then open for 
others to come in, open for all people, and then the teachers teach 
other people until then go out, maybe once a week meet me. We 


BALI'S HIGH PRIESTESS 

PARTTWO 
WORDS BY MARI AH 
PHOTOS BYJAY BUTTON 

This is the second article in a series detailing conversations 
with Bali’s youngest and only female High Priestess of Hindu 
Dharma, ida Resi Alit This month, l-Mag traveled to Demulih, 
Bangli to s/f with the High Priestess, hear her plan for self- 
manifestation, undergo a second purfication ceremony and 
attend a Sugihan ceremony. We realized that we were not 
able to put into words what we experienced, and that only by 
a continued effort at sharing this energy could we come close 
to some sort of understanding. 

Ida Panditha Mpu Budha Mahaseri Alit Parama Daksa, also known 
as Ida Resi Alit, was born I Komang Widiantri on March 14, 1986, in 
a small farming village in the central highlands of Bali. She lived as 
an ordinary girl for the first twenty years of her life. At the age of 20, 
due to externai events, she fell into a deep depression. Ida Resi Alit’s 
uncie, a village Mangku, concerned for her wellbeing, introduced 
her to meditation and yoga to soothe her. As she started practicing, 
the girl who had no previous spiritual training or deep deşire, began 
to have out of body experiences and download information during 
her practice. She was instructed to perform a special ceremony, 
the meaning of which she did not understand. At the ceremony she 
fell into deep unconsciousness. She stopped breathing and her 
puise was gone. Her family wailed, crying and reacting hysterically, 
scared that she had died. Ida Resi Alit has no memory of this time. 

At 2am she started to regain consciousness, to be able to blink but 
not to talk. Then she saw a laser, like a boit of lightning in the sky, 
and found herself able to fully return to her body. She slept until the 
afternoon and when she had awakened spiritually. Soon after she 
was ordained by the highest authority, the Hindu Dharma Council, 
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make a program, one time we share, I meet them like this.” 

Ida Resi Alit has not yet started looking for land for her Ashram, but 
that is the first step. For now she is doing her own practice and the 
many purification ceremonies and events for the Balinese commu- 
nity. We took part in another purification ceremony this month. After 
her sunset prayers, she sat on her knees on the temple bale. Using 
water exquisitely scented of jasmine and frangipani, that tasted as 
sweet as it smelled, she doused us with buckets of what felt like 
icy water. “Whatever you feel, like let it go. Let it all go. If you want 
to cry, if you want to shout, stomp your feet, whatever.” We both 
had the experience of hyperventilating despite our tropical setting. 
Afterwards we both said we felt lighter. I was acutely aware of being 
in the presence of limitless energy, and felt about as spiritually ready 
for it as I would be for the Olympic marathon. But after realizing this, 
it allows some sort of space to let light in. Luckily for us lot, we don’t 
have to train as hard for a marathon as we do to feel grateful and 
ready to receive gifts of consciousness. We just have to be humble, 
ever so slightly willing, and ready. 

Ida Resi Alit graciously invited us to return in a few days to accom- 
pany her to ceremony at her family temple, called Sugihan. The 
Balinese have three ceremonies to balance the universe; one to 
balance the relationship between people and people, one to balance 
the relationship between people and the Gods, and one for the 
relationship between people and the earth- this last is Sugihan. We 
arrived at the home of Resi Alit, and traveled in the car with her and 
her two Mangkus, or priests. When we arrived at the temple com¬ 
plex in Gianyar, Resi Alit took her place atop the platform for prayer 
in the front of the congregation. She changed into her formal dress 
and started the beli, the incense, her hand mudras and the mantra. 

A Balinese women next to me said, “Resi Alit, she is like a miracle. 
Every ceremony has a different mantra, and she knows them all by 
heart without ever studying.” 

Then what took place was without precedence in anything I had ever 
seen before. Ida Resi Alit, open to the unlimited power and energy of 
the universe, prayed and chanted, receiving direct information. She 


would share information with her Mangkus, who would then inform 
the congregation of her wishes. One Mangku chanted loudly over 
the PA system. A puppeteer wailing behind us. A topeng dance was 
taking place in the entrance section of the temple, obscured behind 
the walls. Children screamed and giggled and women chatted, men 
sipped coffee. 

Resi Alit share with us after her ceremony her experience, “In Bali, 
there are the four directions, north, west, east and south. We must 
take the energy from each, and balance them. I do this with the 
ceremony, I feel what must be done, and in this way I communicate 
with the Mangku, and they teii the community what must be done.” 
When she was done we shared a meal of vegetables and babi, or 
pig. She had a large meeting with the village priests, where they 
laughed and sipped sugary tea sitting together in a cowd in the 
shade. On the way home in the car, her priest did voice imitations of 
puppet shows from the back seat, alternating between the typical 
low gutteral characters, the jokers and the strange-voiced ladies of 
the sagas. 

We giggled on the way home as they went back and forth, Resi Alit 
singing in a beautiful high wail and the mischevious Mangku produc- 
ing a sound l’d only ever heard through a loud speaker at a Balinese 
temple. It felt almost eerie to hear it while driving in a car with friend. 

A movement has started in Bali. It may take years to manifest, but 
you’ll hear about it again, in different forms, one way or another. 
When asked what we should write in the magazine about her mes- 
sage, what people should know, Ida Resi Alit just said, “Whatever 
you feel, write that.” She then started speaking in astro, a language 
not English, not Indonesian, not Balinese and not even Ancient 
Sanskrit, that she uses freely whenever she feel she can’t explain 
something important properly. It’s in our breath, and from breath, 
come the voice, and we use it to share and receive. It starts in the 
stomach, where we usually feel fear and anxiety churning up our 
breakfast. Every ounce of Iove and enjoyment in available right now 
in the moment, to everyone, whether you want it or not. Nothing 
new, really. Its just a matter of freedom. 
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DRIFTER GOOD 
VIBRATIONS 

DAY 




27 August- It was a truly epic day of good vibes at Canggu 
Beach on with 23 year old Ellis Ericson from Australia topping 
the field of 48 surfers that had come from near and from afar 
to surf together in celebration of the classic single fin surfboard 
at the second annual Good Vibrations Retro Classic, hosted by 
Drifter, Insight and Mantra. 
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Nothing will stop 
South Californian 
refugee turned Indo 
feral, Travis Potter 
from scoring perfect, 
uncrowded waves. 


TRAVIS POTTER: 

A DIFFERENT BREED 

WORDS BYjEDSMITH, PICS BY NATHAN LAWRENCE 


Travis Potter is making me wait. He was supposed to meet on 
skype for an interview ten minutes ago but a more urgent matter has 
come to hand: he has to check the swell charts. 

“It was a good start to the season but the high pressure systems 
have clogged everything up since. I reckon the late season will be 
good,” he tells me once we’re online. 

If there was a sure bet in surfing right now - other than J. Florence 
to win rookie of the year - it is that the late season in Indo will pump. 
Few people know this vast archipelago and its oceanic rhythms 
better than Travis. He’s been trekking, camping, biking and boating 
around these islands for over 15 years now, in which time he’s com- 
piled an enviable treasure trove of secret surf spots. But it hasn’t 
been easy. Travis hasn’t seen a cent of surf industry mula since his 
promising junior career (one in which he surfed against Andy Irons, 
Shane Dorian, Kalani Robb and several other big names) burned 
out. Instead, he’s funded his travels the ol’ fashioned way - labouring 
on construction sites back in the US or baiting hooks for fat Texans 
on game fishing boats. When many surfers are throwing down five k 
for a ten-day boat trip in Indo, Travis makes it last him a year. 

“When you run out of money, you end up trading boards, selling 
stuff, basically everything I have. I leave with just my backpack,” he 
says. 


and Timmy Turner pioneered several years. And boy was it pumping. “That was 
a special one. It’s a fickle beast that wave, so when it’s on every wave is piece of 
gold,” he says of the session. The footage would eventually make up the bulk of a 
Surfer magazine film. 

When they’d discovered it all those years ago, Travis and his mates had camped 
on a nearby island for a month waiting for the right conditions. They were survived 
by the supplies they swam to shore off a local fishing boat they’d hired to drop 
them off. During their time on the island they weathered brutal storms, fended off 
malaria and placed themselves in the extremely risky situation of having no escape 
route should someone have been seriously injured. “The consequences were 
potentially the worst of the worst but I think that’s part of the adventure; looking 
beyond the consequences and having a good time,” says Travis. 

The footage from the adventure would be turned into the now seminal surf film, 
Second Thoughts, giving Travis, Timmy and Brett their only major hit of surf fame. 
The film would not only set a new benchmark for frontier surf travel, but give show 
us a perspective of one of the great wonders of the surfing world from an angle 
we’d rarely seen before - inside the tube. 

Long before the GoPro epidemic, Travis, Timmy and Brett had used handheld 
cameras encased in chunky fiberglass waterhousing to film inside the barrel. 

They would paddle into the wave clenching the leash between their teeth before 
negotiating the take off and filming popping coral heads and long psychedelic 
sequences by hand. The footage caused a mini-revolution in surf filming, while 
the news of what they’d done to get the shots generated an even bigger buzz in 
the surfing underground. When Travis bobbed up during the recent session at 
Apocalypse, now being shared by several high profile surfers, his presence did not 
go unnoticed. 

“I probably would not have gone one the best waves I got if Travis wasn’t there,” 
says Indo pro, Lee Wilson, who was one of the standouts on the day. “He pushed 
me so hard out there. I went on one wave just to show him I would go, but really I 
was kinda packin’.” 


It’s earned him the reputation as one of the pre-eminent feral surfers 
of our generation, and at just 30, the journey is a long way from 
over. 

“I just follow the wind and do what comes next and whatever op- 
portunity arises. I have plâns A to Z and usually to X they fall through 
and I end up just choosing something to go on; the next adventure 
and the next path in life,” he says. 

Most recently, that put him back at Z- the ultra fickle, otherworldly 
right-hand point off West Java that he and his pals, Brett Schwartz 


That Travis was forced to share his wave with a team of well paid pro surfers, 
some of whom had arrived there in the confines of a plush charter yacht, could 
have been a sore point. But Travis didn’t see it that way. “To see some other crew 
surf it and see how far they could go was cool. At times it’s a glorified closeout so 
it was good to watch everyone get smashed and have a good time with them,” he 
says 

There’s a bit of feral in every surfer and it’s for this reason the Travis is held in such 
esteem. That’s not to say he’s the first of his kind. Western surfers have been 
disappearing into Indonesia’s jungles for almost forty years now, and Travis says 
he’s been heavily influenced by some of the elder ferals he’s met during his travels. 
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None more so than the mysterious Australian surfer known only as Camei. “He’s 
the guy you always hear about but never see,” says Travis. Most recently, that put 
Camei in South Australia, where he was spotted by Greg Long and Twiggy Baker 
put-putting a tiny plastic dinghy through 15 foot seas and a heavy fog. “That’s 
the essence of surfing right there,” Greg remarked. For Travis, who once spent a 
period of time camping with Camei in remote Indonesia, he was reminded of just 
how skewed the priorities of western society can be. 

“He just told me that it doesn’t take much to be happy. If you’ve got good friends 
and can survive, you don’t need all that material shit that you need in the west 
to survive and that’s stayed with me since,” recalls Travis, also telling me that the 
years of jungle isolation had done nothing to dull Camel’s mind. “He’s quite a bit 
more onto it than you’d think.” 

Today, Travis has committed to spending the rest of his days in Indonesia. He’s do- 
ing bits of work for a start up brewery and has strong ties, telling me that he could 
never again live in a western society. “There are just too many rules,” he says. 

The years spent traveling Indonesia have also seen him develop an intimate Iove 
of the people and the land, leading to his involvement in several humanitarian 
projects. 

Travis would almost die on a trip to Papua New Guinea but it wasn’t the govern- 
ment that got to him. He contracted cerebral malaria from a mosquito bite requir- 
ing a rushed trip to Jakarta for specialist treatment. He almost died on the journey 
though maintains the soare isn’t gonna slow him down. 

“If you think about the risks, you’re not going to go as hard as you would. I always 
figured I was going to get Malaria at some point and it won’t be the last time,” he 
says. When I ask whether it’s a lot to risk for a few perfect, uncrowded barrels, 
there’s a pause. Then laughter. “Yeah, it’s worth it.” 
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LIVING A FUN BALANCE 

WORDS BY SHAYNA 


There is something crazy in the air in Bali. You can feel a mad energy 
that is pulsing and vibrating with the constant feeling that anything 
is possible. The lure of magic is potently spinning through the ether. 
Within this small island two dichotomous worlds exist. People come 
to Bali to heal, be healthy, surf and cleanse their minds and souls. 

Yet folk will wander from far and wide and gather here to party as 
well. Since being here l’ve realized that going out in Bali takes things 
to a whole new level. The expats, travelers and locals really know 
how to have fun here. Freeness prevails. A simple Monday dinner 
can find you many hours later in situations you have never dreamed 
of. This is the way here. Bali has a funny way of magnifying every- 
thing. If you fall in Iove, you fall hard, if you have a good day it can be 
one of the best you’ve ever had. Emotions, friendships, experiences; 
these are all amplified here to the extreme. 

There are certain special places in the world. Magic lands where 
the wild and free gather. To commune and connect and live a life 
that is free from the trappings of society and the ideas of what one 
“should” be doing. This is where the gypsies hang, the artists make 


art, the entrepreneurs create a new business for themselves and 
people dream and scheme of how they can manage to stay a while 
and make a life in such a mad paradise work. Bali is one of these 
places. But the power of these magic locales is this; it will either 
accept you or reject you. Work, accommodations and friends will 
either come easily or not at all. This is the nature of the beast. If you 
are not strong enough for somewhere, it will chew you up and spit 
you out, wondering what the hell happened. From the last seven 
years living in Byron Bay I have witnessed this happening constantly. 
People try to move there, stay for a while, but nothing works. They 
complain that everything is too expensive or that if you want any sort 
of opportunity or career you must head elsewhere. I smile quietly 
to myself and then go join my friends for surf. My friends who own 
their own businesses and are creative entrepreneurs. Sharing party 
waves and laughing with bliss. These are the special few who know 
that you really can have it all. It just takes lateral thinking, creativity 
and the ability to achieve balance between hard work and hard play. 
When the lure of wild pleasures lies around every corner, a very 
hedonistic approach to life can be hard to shake. So if we don’t 
crumble and burn, balance must be found. How we define balance 
is up to us. Everyone’s idea of it is unique, and constantly shifting 
and changing. Only the special few can manage to find a healthy 
equilibrium here in this delirious paradise. For many others ‘Bali 
fever’ will set in, and the energy, heat, madness and good times 
can make them go crazy. The only cure being a trip from the island 
back to wherever they can find ‘reality’ in ‘the real world’. If this is a 
concept that really exists. What is normal, what is balance, what is 
health? The key my friends, is to figure out what it means to you and 
embrace it wholeheartedly. Whatever you do in a given moment, 
relish it, appreciate and Iove it. There is no point in drinking the pinot 
noir if you are going to regret it or feel guilty. Love it, and know that 
it loves you. Then let it go. Let it all go with the wind. Free flowing 
we are with this and with this lies the beauty. In such a heady place 
full of magnificent temptations and moments to be had, know when 
to say yes and when to say no. You know it. Always the answer lies 
within you. It’s when we don’t listen that trouble is to be found. So, 
we pick ourselves up again, shake ourselves off. Dusty and some- 
what broken, and re-define it again. Listen, learn, and go on. 
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Y O U S E E 

IS WHAT Y O U 

SEE WORD OF 

MOUIH 9 JL KUNTI SHOPIO 

KUNTI ARCADE SEMINYAK 

BA LI TEL : + 623618475797 


WWW.WOROOFMOUTHBALI.COM 



At the Carnival-theme Bikini Day party, gorgeous 
guests dressed down to soak up sun and beats. Capoeiristas 
whiled away at the entrance, samba dancers graced the 
grounds tuli of color, feathers and glitter, and Electric Strut dancers 
took to the centre stage as guests bronzed and danced to the finest DJ 
collection this side of paradise. 


The lOth annual White Party started off with delicious 4-course meal, fol- 
lowed by young Russian violinist German Dmitriev. Then songstress Kate 
Gillespie who took centre stage for some soulful numbers. 
Then around 11 KU DE TA favorite Jim Breese [Rising Music] started the 
party. Toolroom’s D.Ramirez brought his signature sound from midnight and 
grammy award winner Sharam [Yoshitoshi] took to the decks for a mind- 

blowing closing to KU DE TA’s summer festivities. 
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Wait for it. 


ALEX JURADO 

MUSICIAN 


Glothes that inspire. 


Nusa Dua Shop: 

Unit A16#2A, 
Bali Collection, 
Nusa Dua/Bali. 


Legian Shop: 

Jl. Legian 133-B, 
Kuta/Bali. 


Seminyak Shop: 

Jl. Basangkasa 10, 
Seminyak, Kuta/Bali. 


MOON 

ROCKS 


www.moonrocks.es contact@moonrocks.es 
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CLOSER THAN HEAVEN 

WORDS BY KATIE ROBERTS 
PHOTOS BY ARVID 


In a world far, far away, where water and resources are fought over, 
where species are dying and diversity is being replaced by uniform- 
ity, a battle for survival is taking place. Led by an activist musician 
and a radical beauty a bând of rebels are taking on the faceless 
and nameless to turn around the only thing that will stop ultimate 
destruction. With limited powers but extraordinary determination 
they will play out their battle for the survival of the planet through the 
peaceful art of persuasion.. .but will they be able to act in time? Can 
they get enough people to understand that true paradise is....Closer 
than Heaven? 

Oh, wait this is not a movie.... This is not a far, far away planet, 
and it is Fa’ Empel and Robi Navicula, not movie characters but 
dedicated activists who are committed to preserving what’s left of 
the forests of Sumatra and Borneo and the habitat of the Orangutan 
and Sumatran Tiger. 

How did two of Indonesia’s best known, charismatic creatures of 
creativity decided to become involved in the race to preserve what is 


left of their countries forests?. What prompted the sense of urgency 
that led them both to declare time for action? And what, amidst lives 
that threw them willingly into the spotlight, has allowed them to turn 
the spotlight from themselves to illuminate a cause that unites them? 

For Fa’ sitting in a cafe in Sydney, Australia, reading a paper, it was 
the caii for an action group to be formed, a world-wide education 
task force, Deforest Action, created by stakeholders from innova- 
tive internaţional corporations, that would be ambassadors for the 
forests of Borneo. Fa’ s response was immediate, her bloodline is 
Borneo, her childhood had been urban, her life, to that point had 
been internaţional. “Was ‘home’ calling?” she wondered and despite 
her fears- “I just wasn’t sure if I had the right experience, or how I 
would fit in with a group of more academic, experienced types” and 
concerns that she did not know what was needed, the urgency of 
the caii gave her determination. “I felt I could identify with the prob¬ 
lem, I had been independent my whole life, I resist being penned 
in, forced to “be”, when I need to be free, this, essentially is what is 
happening in Borneo, and it turned out I did have what it takes, and 
not only that but I was the only person who could speak Indonesian. 

I ended up being the translator, the interpreter and also somehow 
connecting the cultural ideas, I became a middle person in really 
important discussions of how to make the project a viable success 
for everyone that was getting involved”. So it turned out this was 
right and today Fa’ is a vital member of Deforest Action, and the 
only Indonesian representative with a place on the board. 

For Robi it was seeing first hand a tangled thread, the cyclical 
domination of the disenfranchised by purveyors of poison that leads 
to poverty and poor soils, robbing farmers of their pride and liveli- 
hoods. He could see how generations of unsustainable develop- 
ment, the silencing of protest left people yoked to conditions they 
did not create and seeking solace in suicide. This desperation found 
voice in his activism, the music of his bând Navicula and his online 
media outlet, Akarumput.com. Recognizing deforestation in North 
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Sumatra and Borneo would render every other protest mute, he, like 
Fa’, made the commitment. 

“It’s still weird to me how it worked, we are after all just a bând. 

There was all this good work going on around us, there was dedica- 
tion, incredible expertise, but still only parţial effectiveness. There 
was a missing link to the really big action, and because music is 
fluid, it invites everyone. It has no ego it can bring this all together, 
alleviate the difficulty of ‘meetings’, ‘factions’ ‘positions’. At one of 
our gigs in Jakarta recently there was Greenpeace and all these ac¬ 
tion groups, sitting talking with the government environment Office, 
that guy said it could never have happened in a meeting, what they 
discussed, but the music gave them the fluidity, allowed them the 
soft approach to bring ideas together. And that is what we are in 
favour of, the core unity, we support the government, it has created 
good laws, we want to help them keep to the laws they made for the 
protection of the environment. 

Through her organization Deforest Action Fa’ works to create 
world-wide awareness and support action about deforestation, she 
networks constantly with others linking up information sharing and 
education sessions. “You know it is the number one thing that most 
people wish they could change,” she says, as she agrees with Robi- 
“We need the forests, they are the lungs of this earth” 

With his bând Navicula, Robi uses lyrics, music and events, to raise 
up ideas and create places to discuss them. Reaching an audience 
whose access to information is limited with a strong message puts 
power in the hands of the people: Orangutan, you will not become a 
legend. Harimau, the tiger, I can hear your soream. 

Just as it was everyone, in some small way that created it, not all by 
design, not all on purpose, but through action parasitic to the planet, 
everyone can contribute to the change. 


Robi and Fa’ have spent time in the forests, felt the power of its 
depth, heard the thin moan of chainsaws, and seen the desperation 
in the eyes of animals confronted by man. And both ask the same 
questions: 

Is Indonesia in danger of being numbed by constant abuse, does 
it stand astraddle the oceans, encompassing more flora and fauna 
diversity that anywhere else in the world, yelping like a sick dog for 
whom no one cares? 

Will the continent seismically shake from its lands its indigenous 
species like so many fleas, leaving only dust as the palm oii planta- 
tions squeeze every last breath from denuded soils? 

Is it ok to think of a forest as something beautiful, breathing and 
alive but generated by computer? Is it ok to think Avatar was really 
about a planet somewhere else in space? 

And while further plantations are planned and people demand to 
see more ‘monkeys’ the future of Indonesia hangs precariously by a 
thread that once broken will break us all. We do not need to loose 
this ‘human’ race. 


Follow up at: 

http://dfa.tigweb.org/ Deforest Action 

www.orangutancentre.org/ Orangutan preservation in Sumatera 
www.naviculamusic.com Navicula Borneo Tour 
www.akarumput.com Grassroots activism in Indonesia 
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THE LADY AND THE UGER 

EXCERPT FROM A MODERN FAIRY TALE 
WORDS BY KATIE ROBERT5 


The walk home was taking longer than she expected. The school bus had failed to 
show up, possibly flooding of the creeks lower down, and as she watched the last 
of the school kids pile into shared cars, and waved good-bye to the well-intended 
parents who had offered her a lift she started out alone, feeling she needed the 
time to think. About nothing in particular, just to think, and listen to the birds, smell 
the scent rising off the ground as the sun arced towards a late afternoon. 

The familiar soft calling of the wood pigeons, the faraway crunch of gravei under 
tires, and the incessant whir of crickets lifted from the fields that stretched away on 
either side of the road leading toward the house. Above in the near distance the 
forest looked dark and dense against the bright naivety of the summer sky. 

She removed her hat, her hair was damp and ciung around her shoulders, she 
twisted it up. It was annoying, she thought, how the bits of a person got in the 
way. 

The bits of a person, as if the whole person couldn’t be as streamlined as their ide- 
als, or beliefs, no, something had to remind them of their limitations, of who they 
were, and it was those bits, the too big feet, or the crooked tooth, the untamable 
hair, those bits, that everyone had. 

She smiled, the luxury of thought, To think of bits. When I could make my mind 
go anywhere, I think of other people not liking their own feet. As if that could make 
the world a different place. What would I do anyway, ask a person “Hey what are 


the bits of you that betray you?” and then what would I teii them? They were ok? 
What if their feet really were too big, what if they disclosed some intimate physical 
deformity. No you really couldn’t go around asking people about their annoying 
bits, no matter how well intentioned the inquiry. 

Now it was her skirt, it was just uncomfortable, not the sort of skirt you wear on 
walks. It was getting shifty. She pulled at it, twisted it, hiked up a little but that 
made it worse, so in a moment of willfulness she pulled it straight off and folded 
into her shoulder bag. Her shirt was more practicai and pretty much covered her. 
The shirt could have been a dress. Her legs felt better, stronger, more in the mood 
for the walk. So what if someone sees me, she thought, I am not walking in the 
Street in only my knickers, and what if I was.Jt’s not like I have anything to be 
ashamed of, legs are legs, and if we are lucky we have two. And that settled it for 
her right there, passers by could make their own assumptions, but her legs were 
legs and that was that. 

It was strânge how the mind kept wandering, even when the journey got longer 
than she thought possible, one foot after the other, evenly paced, no real inclines 
or declines, just a meandering creek bed with a trickle of water in it. Her body 
seemed destined for this type of activity, as if it was some Alpine breed, but her 
mind wandered from subject to subject, picking at it, discarding it, poking at it and 
skipping on to something else. A wandering mind. A hungry mind...Was she bored 
with the offerings she had conjured up to ruminate on, or was it that these subjects 
seemed out of place on a walk alone? Shouldn’t the mind be occupied at this time 
with some lofty higher thought, elevated by the fresh air and emptiness of the sky, 
but no, she wondered why Richard Tompkin’s mother put sardines in her child’s 
lunch box when it was obviously going to make him unpopular. She wondered why 
the Darling’s had called their daughter Wendy, and the Baker’s little girl was called 
Ginger..not the originals obviously but the kids at the school. She wondered why 
the principal wore brown trousers, surely no one wears brown trousers by choice, 
not as a school principal, it is a try hard colour, it’s too weak to be maroon, too dull 
to be black, too brown to be blue..it’s the lonely child in the playground of color. 
Maybe her principal was a lonely child in the playground of life. 

The uninvited thoughts were beginning to unnerve her, she wanted to teii herself to 
shut up, shut down, shut off, but there was no mechanism. Instead she decided to 
distract her mind with just one thought. A thought she could focus on. 

She entered the forest path and felt the temperature drop just a degree, the air 
become wetter, the sounds of outside dulled. The mossy trunks of trees gleamed 
an emerald velvet, and small insects hung in miniature miasmas dancing through 
motes of light. She drew breath, sweet and thick with the scent of damp leaves, 
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the drip, drip somewhere ahead, the crack of a branch underfoot, this was the 
forest. Butterflies, brightly blue, spun toward her, and then away, a lizard slipped 
through the mulch as a bird called out from the canopy. Nothing feels, smells or 
sounds like the forest. Nothing moves like the forest, except the forest. She slipped 
her shirt off, tied it around her waist to protect her better from the vines brushing 
at her thighs, using her hands she moved through the path, her bag now slung 
between her shoulders, falling to her lower back. Lightly picking aside lantana, 
creeper and thorny vine she passed through as if in an ancient dance, a pagan 
dance. Light footed, no too big feet for her, she stepped through the buttress 
roots, skipped over long dead fallen logs. Now she was alive. Streaks of sweat 
mixed with tiny particles of dust caused stripes to appear on her skin, and her hair 
had loosened its bonds and tangled across her back. She began to pick up her 
pace, she tricked herself that someone, something was behind her, she heard the 
footfalls, the whip of the vines as they snapped back. Her legs were pumping, her 
breath panting, she ran ... 

Ran, ran, ran... .and ran, until out of breath and almost out of the forest she 
stopped. Stopped and leant against a tree, one arm, hand outstretched, palm flat 
on the smooth bark to steady her, hanging her head, bending her knees, and flex- 
ing her calves. 

And that’s when he found her, when she was leaning like an athlete against a tree, 
streaked with dust and sweat, her shirt around her waist, her shoulders bare, her 
bag strapped to her back. He drew up beside her, his breath warm against her as 
she turned to face him. “Are you not afraid of the forest?” his eyes looked at her for 
understanding. 

“I am not afraid” she responded. 

“Then come back.” He sat momentarily, waiting for her to act, he knew when it 
came it would be decisive. She leaned against the tree looking out over the cleared 
land that fell away to the riverbed, to the roofline of a house, the sight of clothes 
pegged to a line, undulating in the soft wind. Domesticity at it’s happiest and best. 
Where days were spent in acceptance and harmony and evenings in stillness and 
peace. Where income and emotion where divided as equals and where the creak- 
ing of the bed had fallen as eerily silent as her womb. 

She felt the sweat on her body drying, the dust stripes, more defined, deeper. She 
brushed at her stomach with her hand, the streak of grime remained, shimmered 
even, just very slightly, shone in the gold of the setting sun. She looked at her 
hands, turning them palms down, curling her fingers into themselves and out again 
as if she were measuring out handfuls of her life. 


“Come back” she heard again in her mind, come back. Come back to the forest, 
where silence is not empty, where the night is not still, where the body is more 
than a vessel for dreams and expectations. 

It was done. A shiver ran through her spine, she reached up, as he knew she 
would and placed a hand on his back. “I will come back.” She said softly as she 
lay her head on his warm skin and allowed herself to be caressed. I will come 
back. I’ll come back to your days without meaning, and hours without time, I will 
come back to your unpredictability and your passion, your challenges and your 
changes. I will come back to you because in my heart I never left. 

She held him, feeling his heart beat against her hands through the walls of his ribs. 
She touched his slender waist, his bony hips; she kissed his beautiful face and 
looked deep into his darkened eyes. She pulled herself closer and leant against 
him. Her head against his shoulder, they paused there for a moment, watching 
the sun slip from the curve of the earth and as the light flashed green to gold they 
disappeared into the darkness. 

Gone were the random questions, the observations from the outside, the curiosity 
and the confusion. Her mind was clear as her feet raced over the twisted trunks, 
her legs throwing themselves forward in an intoxicating rhythm one after the other. 
Without thought, her arms reached outwards ahead towards him, she paced him, 
she never lost him, she over took him and felt him follow: The footfalls, the whip of 
the vines as they snapped back.... 

The principal sat slumped in his chair, his hands brushing at the brown cotton of 
his trousers. “It seems so strânge” he said half to himself. 

“We have covered the whole of the area,” a solemn voice repeated. “She is no- 
where to be found”. 

“What on earth should I teii the children?” he asked. 

But the children already knew, they knew because on her last day, the day the 
school bus didn’t show up, she told her favorite story about the girl who ran 
away with a tiger to discover the world and then she had told Ricky Tompkins to 
throw away his sardines. And if that wasn’t a clue that someone was going to do 
something strânge, what was? Everybody knew you didn’t disobey Mrs. Tompkins 
without some terrible consequence. 

Their teacher was simply tempting fate.... 


- 49 - 


































J : ur lnuket: Arman 


Black Dresi: Shakuhachi 


Jewels: Serendiipity 




- *4 

V 


W ' 

* 1 

^-r 

^Ipp 1 

i* 

V 

% 

F 

•^4 

* 


4wJL ' ’ 


jL jr j** 99 

ra 


'^Sr W — jjb 

fc- ta- j. ;. 

\h 

am 

i g JL 

^ |r.. 

I _ 

a bf* r j 

«J 



S*V fc. X 1 /, J 

wL 

!• 

Ţ Ifrt vr-^" 1 



9^ * 1 


t. ’ j , 7|| ! 


— * ■ J 

->Tr^o 
• . -r\ /wi 

,„,.j 

* *m 1 

dim. W 


■Hb_ __ •*. 

«W ■ fc . V «T7 A| 

- >. ^ ■ In M 



















h'ur hurkul: A ni un 


Blicik Drw Shj-kuhauhL 


Ieweîs: Serendipitv 



* "4 


1 jt * 

<m^mp 

fi 


$ i 


Evj 

[■ * 

S . ■ |Bi 

JC 


/ jb 

s Jîţ 



.HlJ, !| 

=f. 

•f, 

.,j^J 

r t ^ 

• i 

i 


uS 

i 

tj 




l! 

fljy mi 

1J> 


M ^ 

1 , , 1 **, 

j î ■ 

Jr “ 

Y j 1 --. 

L Tft i “ 

rr Tt ^ 

i flF 

. ia 

E >£- - 

















r t J VU 
[j jia 

v 1 ^ iLT. ■ “fr 

jkMAgUV 


\ t 

ijr .*« 1 




\\ * 

j5Îv j«| 

fi v _- ■ ■ nr 


ţfl 

/ i\\ f 

s ■. r 

■ 

V 

j“ | 

riTy 

[jP^ 


■ ia 1 — 

















Wliite !Fi,r: Af iniii 
















FEATURE 



B.O.L.D. BUY OR LET DIE 

BY MARI AH 


B.O.L.D designs and manufactures, exclusively in Bali, a range of bracelets depict- 
ing some of Indonesia’s most critically endangered species. For each bracelet 
sold, B.O.L.D distributes its profit to Bali Animal Welfare Association. B.O.L.D is 
committed to achieving meaningful changes by education and by promoting envi- 
ronmental welfare awareness. 

Indonesia is home to the world’s greatest number of endangered species. With 
over 300,000 species of animals and plants, Indonesia is second only to Brazii in 
terms of its incredible biodiversity. Sadly, high population growth and rapid industri- 
alization have put hundreds of endemic mammals, birds and fish in criticai danger. 
Habitat destruction through illegal logging, unlawful poaching of animals for the 
pet trade, urbanization and poor waste management are decimating wild animal 
populations. I-Mag caught up with B.O.L.D. founder to ask them a few questions: 

Who started B.O.L.D? 

B.O.L.D was conceived and developed by French jewellery designers Charlotte 
Goujon and J. Esteban del Monserrat. Their Iove for animals and passion for 
animal welfare inspire them to design a bracelet with the intention to raise funds for 
this important cause. 

What kind of items do you have? 

Our first line depicts 8 different endangered species in Indonesia, this is to create 
awareness and educate the buyer about which animals need help and why. The 
bracelets are Silver Plated and Wax Cotton Cord. We have a limite edition line that 
can also be ordered in Silver and Gold Plated Silver, plain or studded with cubic 
zirconia. 

How does B.O.L.D work? 

One of the eight endangerd animals we have chosen to depict in the bracelets, 
is the Bali Dog (According to genetic scientists the Bali dog is the last remaining 
true breed dog on earth. Bali’s dog is now in danger due to mass extermination 
programs) Bali Animal Welfare Association (BAWA) supports a fully staffed clinic 
near Ubud, 24 hour animal ambulance, a mobile sterilization clinic, an education 
program, a puppy adoption program, plus a continually expanding range of com- 
munity programs. 

What is the story behind BAWA? 


BAWA founder and director Janice Girardi, an American resident in Bali for over 30 
years, Janice has supported community animal welfare projects in Bali for over 10 
years, spent decades traveling all over Asia and the World. She first came to Bali 
In 1973, but when she rescued her first bali dog from the streets in 1981, another 
passion took over. Janice Initiated BAWA with the hope of educating people in 
sustainable animal welfare. 

What is your plan for expansion? 

Our dream is to design bracelets depicting, as many endangered species as pos- 
sible, of course there are some animals, which are in a more criticai situation than 
others. Some countries are also destroying the natural environment more rapidly 
than others and we would like to direct our efforts where there are more needed. 
We are just in the beginning stage of this concept. We believe in making direct 
impact that is why a throughout study of the many different organizations that are 
out there needs to be done. 

What can you teii us about some of the animals you are trying to protect 
and help? 

Right now our main goal is to generate awareness about some of the Endangered 
Animals in Indonesia. We have chosen eight Indonesian endangered animals: 

The Bali Dog: According to genetic scientists the Bali dog is the last remaining 
true breed dog on earth. Bali’s dog is now in danger due to mass extermination 
programs. 

The Sumatran Tiger: The only surviving tiger in Indonesia, the Sumatran Tiger is 
today the victim of relentless poaching and habitat destruction. There are as few 
as 350 left in the wild. 

The Borneo Pygmy Elephant: The unique genes of Borneo elephants make them 
the highest priority for Asian elephant conservation. The Wild Asian elephant popu¬ 
lation is disappearing as deforestation disrupts their migration routes and destroys 
their habitat. 

The Javan Rhinocerous: One of the rarest large mammal on earth, as few as 40 
remain in the wild. Slaughtered for its horn and further menaced by the destruction 
of it habitat, the Javan rhino is perilously close to extinction. 

The Sea Turtle: Pollution and plastic waste as well as continuous hunting for their 
meat and shell pose a serious threat to sea turtle population. In recent decades, 
sea turtles have moved from unrestricted exploitation to global protection 
The Sun Bear: The alarming and recent decline in Sun Bear population is attributed 
to hunting and widespread poaching for their fur and their bile, which is used in 
Chinese Medicine. They are also sold illegally as domestic pets. 

The Bali Starling: Illegal poaching and habitat loss have brought this beautiful bird 
to the brink of extinction. This rare bird can only be found in remote locations on 
the island where it continues the struggle for survival. 

The Orangutan: the greatest threat facing orangutans today is the rapidly expand¬ 
ing palm oii trade. Rain forests are being cleared at the rate of 300 football fields 
per hour to make way for palm oii plantations. 

For more information and to purchase B.O.L.D. bracelets go to: 
http://www. buyorletdie. corn 
http://www. facebook. com/buyorletdie 
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NUTSAMODEBADZE 

WORDS BY MARI AH IM AGE BY PAS HA COBA 


She is an artisan... Nutsa Modebadze makes every piece by hand. Herself. Com- 
pletely. She says it takes her one day to make shoes, well, one day to make them 
and one day to paint them. That’s after she treats the leather, through an intense 
process that includes boiling and staining. Her work is sublimely under-designed, 
in an era that values artificial perfection, her leatherwork has an eerie human 
personality, minimalist with all of the warmth and none of the smell of factories or 
futurism. Minimalism like no texture or shape or color you’ve ever seen before, all 
muted and powerful and peasant lux. 



Nutsa is from Tblisi, Georgia. She says her work is “born of Georgia,” and points 
to one of the elongated shoulder bags, “like this one, is for bottles.” Maybe that’s 
why her work looks not quite like anything we’ve ever seen before- the Republic 
of Georgia isn’t big on exports. Ever heard of the Georgia musical tradition of 
polyphony? Or the classical Georgia poet Shota Rustaveli? Celebrated painter 
Niko Pirosmani? Or the delicious meat dumpling called khinkali? Her leather work 
is enough to make you want to research it, if the Iove and design of Nutsa Mod¬ 
ebadze hints at anything, we’ve been missing out on a lot. Nutsa says, “In Georgia 
there are many designers, but they do not know how to come out of the country.” 

Nutsa Modebadze is from Tblisi, Georgia but moved the Moscow at age 17 
because she was “bored.” She has been ten years in the trade now. She has been 
working solely with skin for the past decade, with a stint in shoe-making school for 
a year at Irakly Bochorishvili. She has been working on her line, the eponymous 
“Nutsa Modebadze” for around three years. She says it takes her two days for 
a pair of shoes, two days to make a bag, and about a week to make a leather 
jacket. After she creates her line, she has an agent in New York who sells it. “Once 
I started making money in the beginning, I made things for my friends, I just made 
and give them. Turns out this was good PR! But I have never advertised.” Her 
agent in New York says Stores are begging for her work. 

Her work is exclusive as everything is a one off. I ask her about celebrity clients, 
“Yes, some big names ask. But if you want one again, like before, maybe. But usu- 
ally I don’t want, I don’t care. I don’t think about money, this is just a hobby.” 

She has been in Bali for eight months with husband, artist Gleb Solntsev. She 
is working on Bali with new project “Charlie Bar & Kitchen” making designer 
furniture .You can find some smaller examples of her work at Horn Emporium, the 
store with the two giant owls, on Jalan Petitenget. Her website includes, charm- 
ingly, her personal phone number. Her work will aptly run you well into the triple 
digits and beyond, but for those interested in the story, one of her pieces is literally 
like nothing else. 

nutsamodebadze.com 

charliebali.com 

facebook.com/CharlieOPG 
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SYRIA: THE PEOPLE'S WAR 

WORDS / PHOTOGRAPHY BY ANDREW CAMPBELL 


Bali based photographer Andrew Campbell visits the opposite side of the 
world in an attempt to capture images of Syrian people in the midst of 
revolution. Dodging bullets and bombs on a daily basis, Andrew’ photo 
essay portrays life in what currently is possibly the world’s most danger- 
ous city. 


‘‘The time comes in the life of any nation when there remains only two choices - 
submit or fight. ” 

Nelson Mandela 


Embedded with the Free Syria Army, having illegally cut holes in both the Turkish 
and Syria border fences to get both in and out of Syria, I was not in a position to 
be caught by the Syrian Government. Suspicion runs rampant as civilian info- 
mants, double agent soldiers, and mafia style ‘Shabiha’ miliţia groups are all trying 
to get the edge of the opposing side. A journalist reporting on the attrocities of war 
embedded with the rebels liberating a country isn’t looked upon too favorably with 
the Government. So, eyes in the back of my head, sleeping in clothes, camera 
pack ready and ready to mobalise with 30 seconds at any given moment day or 
night was the way I lived for two weeks. 

The true casualties of this conflict are without doubt the people of Syria. The Sunni 
people who constitute 80% of the population have decided they can no longer live 
a dignified life under the Bashar Assad regime which is supported by the Allowites 
(10% population), a Shiite faction from Iran who hold the money and power. What 
has become apparent is the sentiment of the people. Many see the people’s army, 
the Free Syria Army (FSA) as a means to topple the authoritarian rule of Bashar 
Assad and not necessarily anything more than this. A means to an end and not to 
become the leaders of the country. They see the FSA’s role as liberators. Assad 
calls the FSA a terrorist group. If you look up the definition of terrorist. The UN 
underlines any terrorist intent as that whichdeliberately targets civilians and un- 
armed non-combatants with the aim of achieving a political or idealogical goal. But 
in no instance did I see FSA killing or harming civilians or non-armed combatants. 

In fact they were involved in setting up food rations at set prices, controlling fuel to 
some degree and set up a rudimentary court systems to maintain some sort of law 
and order within the chaos of war. On the other side of the fence, I experienced 


the Syrian Army killing innocent un-armed civilians on a mass scale. Not just mis- 
targeted rockets or bombs either, deliberate sniper attacks on civilians... Who is 
the terrorist? 

Torn apart and dragged through the embers of a raging revolution, turned civil war, 
drawn out over the past 18 months the people of Syria are witnessing a new stage 
of developments in this bloody conflict. 

The revolution in Syria is taking a new twist with the involvement of internaţional 
jihad fighters joining the frontline with the Free Syria Army (FSA) movement. The 
only problem is, they have another agenda other than a free democratic Syria. 
There is a growing number of internaţional Jihad fighters with a clear reason for 
being in Syria. A group I met who denounce the main objective of the FSA and caii 
themselves the SHAM Army, and although not directly linked to Al Qadar, consist- 
ing of soldiers of Islam from Iraq, Afganistan, Jordon, Africa, and Turkey are in the 
city of Aleppo fighting in the frontlines. Opportunists of war and adamant that this 
is a holy war, they see the future of Syria under strict Islamic rule denying any civil¬ 
ian democratic process. 

The leader of the group, who refused to be photographed and remains anony- 
mous other than being a Swedish National said, “the FSA are less knowledgeable 
about Islam, not all, but the majority are. When they say they want democracy 
they just mean they want freedom. They just say ‘ I just want to live my life, go the 
mosque, come home again’. They don’t need democracy, it only takes the power 
away from Allah and give the power to the people. Under Sharia Law the power is 
with Allah”. 

After over four decades of oppression, it is doubtful whether the general Sunni 
population will put their hands up to elect another dictator or groups with a fun- 
damentalist objective. Although there are some Syrians that share this sentiment, 
most I spoke with are hoping for at least some level of liberal Islam involving a 
democratic political process. And as conflict continues the people of Syria must 
begin to make a choice whether or not the future of a free Syria is brought about 
as a revolution for the people, accepting all of the 19 different sects, or whether 
the future will be dictated by fundamentalist Islamic rule. The FSA are turning to 
these internaţional fighters as they scratch their weary heads over why the United 
Nations or Nato will not intervene. 

Hajj Mara, one of the four leaders of the FSA in Aleppo city says “After a few 
months in Lybia a ‘no fly’ zone was created, but here it has been over 18 months 
and we have little to no support internationally. Of course we will take help from 
whoever if Europe or the US doesn’t intervene.” 

The big question is what grave levels will this bloody conflict go to before Inter¬ 
national intervention forces Bashar Assad to step down? Must he start using 
Chemical weapons on his own people? Nato could create a “no fly” zone over 
Syria which would dramatically reduce the loss of civilians due to random bombing 
raids. Collateral damage takes on a new meaning in Syria, with civilian neighbor- 
hoods such as Sahaledin being reduced to rubble and eerily resembling a ghost 
town echoing with bullets and shell blasts. 

Have witnessed the ill-equipped FSA first hand, armed with basic weapons com- 
pared to the Syrian Army, at this stage they are willing to accept any help regard- 
less of ties to internationally labelled terrorist groups. The conflict in Aleppo city 
right now is becoming frighteningly outweighed and the FSA are outnumbered by 
government troops equipped with tanks, Russian made MIG jets and helicopters 
surround the city poised for attack. 
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1. A young boy loiters 
in front of a Syrian 
Governement tank 
that was destryoed by 
FSA rebels. 

2. Salahedin, the front- 
line of battle in Aleppo 
city. 

3. Everyday life in Syria 
is a twisted net of 
suspicion, paranoia 
and propaganda. 

Ilt is a precarious 
glasshouse between 
Pro Syrian Govern¬ 
ment regimeist’s and 
pro Free Syria Army 
(FSA) citizens. Fiere 
Abu Abes trains in his 
makeshift gym in his 
kitchen. He was de- 
tained last year by the 
Government without 
trial and tortured for 3 
months before being 
released. 

4. The FSA mobilise one 
of the tanks captured 


from the Government. 

5. The grief stricken 
family member leaves 
the sight of burial 
amist the dust and 
confusion. 

6. “Allah” The screams 
from witnesses of a 
an aerial bomb scene 
dropped from a MIG 
jet that killed 11 
civilians. 

7. Nervous and tense, 
this young FSA soldier 
waits to go to Sala¬ 
hedin, the front line of 
battle in Aleppo city. 

8. Running across 
sniper-ridden streets. 

9. Street fighting tactics 
at play. The FSA 
soldier laying on the 
ground creates cover 
fire while the the other 
carefully uses his sight 
on a sniper rifle to pin 
down Syrian Army 
soldiers. 


10. With basic shoulder 
mounted Rocked 
Propelled Grenades, 
the FSA still managed 
to immobalise this 
Government tank. 

11. Fuelled by the 
promisethat he will go 
to heaven if he dies 
fighting in the name 
of “Allah”, this soldier 
shows a fearless face. 

12. Two civilians lay out in 
the open sun after be¬ 
ing gunned down by 
Syrian Army snipers 

in Sefedole in Aleppo 
City. Civilians are be¬ 
ing targeted as often 
as FSA soldiers. 

13. Desparate search for 
survivors only minutes 
after a bomb. 

14. The remains of an 
eleven year old girl 
is carried away in a 
towel. 

15. Part of an apartment 


building in Aleppo 
city obliterated by air 
stikes from Govern¬ 
ment jets. 
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THE ROOSTER 

BY PUTU MUSTIARA 


“Beep beep beep... beep beep... ” 

That’s how the morning alarm sounds for most people in the world, but not for the 
Balinese. 

1/l/e have our natural alarm as the dawn breaks: “kukuruyuuuuuk... kukuruyuuuu- 
uk... ” The flock of roosters around us crow in an avi an oho ir. Being the “alarm” 
is only a small of a rooster’s life in Băii. Roosters are included in every family and 
treated on the same level, and here is why: 

Soul 

On a cloudy morning, lluh gives birth to a baby boy. The delivery is normal and 
both baby and the mother are healthy. The next afternoon she is allowed to go 
home. Everyone in her family takes care of her and her baby. For a Balinese fam¬ 
ily, they are “the stars.” After five days, the baby is separated from the placenta. 
Meanwhile Wayan, the father, is confused because it is his first baby, and he is be¬ 
ing told by his family to find an ayam colong as a Symbol of his son’s atma (soul). 
With his money, he could buy anything, but according to tradition he has to steal a 
male chick to be the ayam colong. The Balinese believe that the baby rooster is a 
Symbol of atma and the four spirit brothers Catur Sanak. With the navei closed the 
spirit is no longer with the baby’s body, this must be replaced by the chick. That 
baby, only five days old, will own that chick for the rest of its life. The tradition is, no 
one other than the baby must take care of the chick and neither the child nor his 
family must kill the precious ayam colong. 

Courage 

The Balinese people are a patriarchal society. The authority of a family is in the 
man’s hands, and women have less power so, since roosters are considered a 
Symbol of male power, they are sometimes given a higher priority than matters per- 


taining to women. The rooster is also a symbol of courage. Balinese men regard 
the rooster as representative of their masculinity and even elevate the roosters to 
have the favored place in the home and ensure they get the best treatment. In a 
rather telling and gruesome Balinese folktale Tuwung Kuning, Pan Tuwung, the 
father, demands that his wife whenever she birthed a baby girl chop up the infant 
body and feed it to the roosters. 

The courage of a rooster is more than symbolic when it comes to cockfighting. 

In Bali, cockfights, known as tajen, are practiced in ancient religious purification 
rituals to expel evil spirits. This ritual, a form of animal sacrifice, is called tabuh rah 
“pouring blood.” During a cockfight, two roosters are chosen to fight each other. 
The fight will only end when one of the roosters is beaten and dead. The purpose 
of tabuh rah is to provide an offering, the blood of the losing chicken, to the evil 
spirits. Cockfighting is a religious obligation at every Balinese temple festival or 
religious ceremony. Cockfights without any religious purpose are considered 
gambling in Indonesia and while not technically illegal, they are not encouraged. 
Unsurprisingly women are rarely involved in the tabuh rah process although you 
may see some on the periphery of the fighting arenas with their coffee carts and 
cold drinks, some maybe even trying to prevent their husbands getting too carried 
away with the excitement a real cockfight engenders. 

How to pick a top rooster and be a ‘real’ man: 

Having a good quality rooster gives a Balinese man prestige. A good rooster has 
to have strong legs and be of full shiny feathers, especially in the tail, where their 
magnificence can really shine. Where I come from in Buleleng, the Balinese men 
say to domesticate a rooster means a lot to them. It relates to their pride in being 
a ‘real man’. 

When I asked some of the men from my home what it meant to be a ‘real man’, 
they just simply said that a ‘real man’ is anyone who is undefeatable and has the 
ability to do what a man is supposed to do. 

It set me wondering if there is any relationship between having a rooster and being 
able to take on a man’s responsibility? Well, l’ll let you work that out next time you 
see a man with his rooster! 
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SUNSET AT WOOBAR 

f MONDAY - THURSDAY. JOIN US FOR 
SUNSET FROM 5PM - 6PM TO SAMPLE 
COMPLIMENTARY PIZZAS AND ENJOY 
HAPPY HOUR SPECIALS. 


WOOBAR 
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▼ T: +62 361 4738106 

E: b&f.wbali@whotels.com 
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